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UCK begins with this number his 

eighth year and his fifteenth volume. His 
material prosperity has grown so great and so 
solid within these seven years past, that it may 
simply be mentioned as a pleasant fact, and 
dismissed. But on Puck’s seven years’ profit 
in things spiritual and incorporeal, he has a 
right to congratulate himself, and he asks his 
readers to share in his rejoicing on this his 
seventh birthday. 

* . * 

The beginning of the eighth year finds the 
same men in charge of this paper who intro- 
duced it to the world in March, 1877. The 
men who believed in it then, when no one else 
believed in it, are here to-day to see their faith 
justified even beyond their hopes. The paper 
for which they loyally and trustfully worked, 
with earnestness and conviction, in the face of 


his feelings and his opinions. 





doubt and difficulty, has lived through the first | 
hard years of poverty and the first bewildering | 
years of success, and has become a power, po- | 
litically and socially. A power for good they | 
have honestly tried to make it, and how hard ' 
the trying has been it is not easy for the out- | 
sider to judge. He looks only at the result. A 

bright article—a clever picture—a neat bit of | 
verse—a sharp satire—he sees these things, he 

appreciates them, and they insensibly influence 

It never occurs 

to him to ask if there is anything behind the 

mere presentation of individually attractive 

things in writing or in drawing, to give the pa- 

per a hold on the public heart. He does not 

remember that these matters are part of the 

carrying out of a firm policy—a policy that, 

modified by the changes of time and the growth 

of men’s minds, adapting itself to every exi- 

gence of occasion, must yet remain the same. 

The lesson that is taught to-day is not the les- 

son that was taught yesterday; but the spirit of 

the lesson and the spirit of the teacher must 

remain the same. 


* * 

Those who think that the simple patching 
together of popular pictures and popular text 
will make a pager have had ample opportunity, 
within the last seven years, to see the error of 
their ideas. A dozen sheets conducted on this 
principle have, in that time, spread their wings, 
fluttered their brief hour and fallen to earth and 
dusty death. The public laughed, applauded 
—and then turned back to their friend, the 
paper with a heart and a mind to it—the paper 
that had a personal existence to them—the 
paper of whom they talked as of a wise and 
brave friend, asking: “What will Puck say of 
this ?””—“ What will Puck do about that?” 

* 

It is much to have gained such trust and 
confidence as this. It is more to think that, in 
spite of errors and perplexities, the trust and 
confidence have been honestly earned. Look- 
ing batk over these seven years, we think we 
can honestly say this of ourselves. Mr. Matthew 
Arnold left the writers of America a legacy in 
the form of a motto—a watchword—“ le cceur 
au métier!’”’—your heart in your business! A 
good deal of heart has gone into this business. 





A few men have worked together unselfishly 


and thoughtfully, trying to do the right thing | 
in the right way, for the right end. If material | 
success measures the higher success. they have | 


succeeded. 
* ° * 

For this coming year of the Presidential 
campaign, we have only one pledge to make— 
that as we have been, we shall be, independent, 
after that true fashion of independence that 
does not fear to enter into loyal alliance with 
what is right. Whatever may come of the 
campaign, whatever enemies we may make, we 
are sure that if we keep to this rule we shall 
come out of that period of bitter contention 
only more firmly established in the confidence 
of the people—even among those with whom 
we have differed. Passions cool, justice comes, 
and justice values honest opposition more highly 
than thoughtless or interested partisanship. 





* 
* & 


We learn that there is a movement on foot 
to erect a home for ex-Confederate-Soldiers in 
Richmond. ‘This seems to us an excellent idea, 
and we will give it our heartiest commendation, 
and every aid and assistance in our power. We 
wish to suggest, however, that it be called the 
“‘Major’s Retreat,”’ and that the homing, so to 
speak, of the ex-Confederate-Soldiers be made 
compulsory. As is well known, there are no 
ex-Confederate-Soldiers roaming about this fair 
land and advertising the fact who rank below 
a Major. ‘There are some Colonels, and, for 
strictly lottery purposes, a few Generals. But 
most of them are Majors, and noisy and remi- 
niscent. ‘There must have been some privates, 
who did the fighting; but we don’t know what 
has become of them, They are probably quiet- 
ly and respectably earning and keeping homes 
of their own. 

* ” * 

One peculiar feature of the war in the Sou- 
dan is the alarming absence of war-maps. Of 
all the struggles with niggers that England has 
indulged in, we never remember to have been 
put on such starvation allowance of diagrams 
of the campaign. The Herald, since it became 
a two-cent journal, probably can not afford to 
be so reckless with its artistic efforts. And 
what is the result? There is an amount of crass 
ignorance about the fighting in Egypt. When 
we read that latest advices from Trinkitat state 
that the firing began at noon to-day, or that 
the garrison at Kassala made a sortie, or that 
the friendly tribes are at Suakim, near the 
Berber road—nobody boils over with excite- 
ment. It is difficult for Americans to take an 
interest in the subject without a war-map. Eng- 
land, at present, is taking a considerable amount 
of interest, not only with war-maps, but with 
many other necessary appurtenances of war 
and slaughter, and the world is waiting for her 
to settle things in the Soudan in her own way. 








D° you hear the 


merry tootle of 
my toot? Do you 
appreciate the wild, 
hilarious music of 
the tootle of the 
aforesaid toot? Oh, 
you do, eh? Then 
you are aware that 

Pucr’s ANNUAL 
for 84 is very much 
on deck, and, what 
is more, it is not 
only very much on deck, but it is in its second edition, 
and, the betting is about one hundred to five, with no 
takers, that it will very shortly be in its third edition. 
And why should it not be? Has it not got the everlast- 
ing sand to get there? Ay, marry it has, and by my un- 
mortgaged halidom it will! Cast your critical eye on the 
‘‘ Dynamited Dictionary,” which alone has made it a 
popular book in Ireland and Russia. Feast your melo- 
dious soul on the rondeaux which describe the months, 
and then take a casual mental meander over the table of 
contents, and you will step forth with the accelerated 
speed of the March hare, and hurl a quarter into the 
lap of the first news-dealer you see, and be happy. You 
hear me shout in small-caps: Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884, 
Edition de Lugs, if you will excuse the French. 
Of all news-dealers; price twenty-five cents. 
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CIVIL SERVICE. 





The three Rs will hereafter take a back seat. 

What shall it profit a man that he can read 
and write and cipher, if he live in Gowanus? 

Of what use shall it be to him to be an ex- 
pert accountant, if he pays taxes in Hoboken? 

Shall it avail him that he is intelligent, sober, 
faithful in his duties, if he vote in New Brigh- 
ton? 

No, it shall profit him naught, it shall be of 
no use to him, it shall avail him nothing to be 
and do all these things; if he be not also a 
voter in New York, he shall have no appoint- 
ment under Mayor Edson. 

The prime qualification of a useful city offi- 
cial, it appears, is his ability to vote. And how 
mean is the capacity,.in this line, of honest 
John Smith, who lives in a two-story frame 
house on the outskirts of Newark, to those of 
Mike Mulready and Barney O’Brien! Why, 
Mike and Barney could vote ten times to John 
Smith’s one, even if J. S. lived in the city. 

Which he doesn’t. Hecan’t. His poor pay, 
as a salaried city clerk, will not keep him and 
his family decently in this great extravagant 
city. He is poorly paid, because we must have 
an economical Government, and the heads of 
departments and the officers elected by the 
people have to steal so much that there is noth- 
ing left to pay the clerks with. If your Register 
costs you $80,000 a year, how can you pay the 
third deputy assistant junior book-keeper in his 
office more than $1,250? This Government has 
got to be run on an economical basis, or how 
can Tammany Hall be self-supporting ? 

So, as John Smith can’t very well support a 
wife and three children in New York on what 
is left of his annual $1,250 after the politicians 
have taken their “unsolicited contributions to 
the campaign fund” out of it, he has to go in- 
to Jersey, or far out on Long Island, to live 
cheaply and respectably. 

Consequently, he loses his vote. That is, he 
may be upholding the cause of right in New 
Jersey just as loyally as he could possibly do it 
in New York; but he loses the only vote that is 
of any value to the Board of Aldermen—the 
vote that they can control for their own pur- 
poses. 

You would naturally think it would be an af- 
fliction for a man if he were suddenly to forget 
how to read and write and lose his grip on 





arithmetic, wouldn’t you? Well, bless you, 
that’s nothing—nothing to losing his vote, if he 
happens to be a clerk ina city office. Why, 
utter ignorance, combined with an able-bodied 
vote, would be rather a recommendation, in the 
eyes of the Board of Aldermen. 

And why is John Smith, voteless in Newark, 
less useful as a public servant than John Smith 
with a vote in the Sixth Ward? 

Because he does not pay taxes here? Well, 
no; all the taxes that he would pay, or help to 
pay out of his wretched salary would not be a 
drop in the vast bucket of municipal income. 


Because he is needed here, as emigrants are | 


needed out West? No; we are over-crowded, 
Space is more valuable than men, in New York. 

Why, then? Do you want to know why, sim- 
ply and plainly? Because his vote is needed to 
uphold corruption and incompetence in office, 
and to strengthen and support the worst Gov- 
ernment that ever cursed a civilized city, That’s 
the reason. Let taxpayers who indulge in the 
luxury of an Ejighty-‘Thousand-Dollar-a-Year 
Register ponder on it. 

Mr. Theodore Roosevelt has a bill at Albany 
which checks the power for evil of the worst 
branch of this worst of City Governments. If 
it passes, our courageous and independent May- 
or may possibly be induced to appoint able and 
honest men to city offices, without asking them 
where they go to dine and sleep after they 
leave their work for the day. 








“WHAT SHALL we do with our daughters ?” 
asks Mrs. Mary A. Livermore, Why, that ques- 


on caramels and ice-cream, send them to the 
opera every night, give them seal-skin sacques, 
and dress them in nothing but silks and fifty- 
dollar bonnets, and allow them to give a Ger- 
man at least once a week. Then give the little 
darlings plenty of pin-money, and a village- 
cart, and summer them at Newport, and take 
great care not to endeavor to marry them to a 
foreign count in preference to an American. 
Don’t have them taught Italian before they 
understand English; but give them plenty of 
candy, Mary, the sweet little angels, and pile on 
the novels thick, and never make them work. 
What shall we do with our daughters? Why, 
marry them off, of course. That’s about the 
best thing we know of. 








LITTLE TERRORS ON ‘WHEELS. 

















BUT BEWARE OF THE COMBINATION. 








Puckerings. 





A WATCHED JACK-POT never opens. 





Just Out—The Liberated Convict. 





CompPuLsory Epucation—Teaching a Dog 
to Sit Up. 





CREDIT 1s the thing that keeps a man in 
debt. This is not from the Persian, 





SEVEN REVOLVERS have been taken from boys 
of ten years old at a public school in Philadel- 
phia. Is this an indication of the coming elec- 
tion of a President from the South? 





THE SONG OF THE Sworn-OFF. 
Take, oh, take those drinks away 
That so sadly I ’ve forsworn, 

And that rye, the break-of-day 
Nip that doth delight the morn, 





THERE Is a rumor at Harvard College that 


| this is to be the last year of compulsory attend- 


ance at prayer there. But every student who 
refuses to join the base-ball and boating clubs 
will be fined five hundred dollars and fired out 
of the institution. 


FLY-PAPER manufacturers and druggists with 
a large supply of this commodity on hand 
will, in all probability, lie down and roll all 
over their premises in disgust when they learn 
that an artificial bald head has been invented 


ee : | to attract flies, and that it works like a charm. 
tion is easily answered, Mary. Just feed them | 





Mr. BurcHARD, Director of the Mint, says 
there is no cause for anxiety about gold. He 
estimates that there are six hundred millions in 
gold coin and bullion now in the country. And 
yet, with all this supply, men are daily being 
arrested for gilding nickels and passing them 
for five-dollar gold-pieces. 





A MAN IN London has been teaching dogs 
to talk by writing the word “food” on a card, 
and placing it on a saucer so that the animal 
would know where his meal was, The average 
bull-dog does not require this kind of instruction. 
He is self-taught, and always knows where to 
locate the tramp’s calf without any kind of a 
label. 





Way po they call it fish-chowder? Is that 
what you would like to know? Well, you are 
certainly very modest in your demands, and we 
shall take great pleasure in rewarding your mod- 
esty. Now we will tell you why they call it 
fish-chowder. It’s because—you won’t tell any 
one, will you? No? Well, all right, we will 
trust you. They call it fish-chowder because 
you have to fish around in it with the spoon 
about half-an-hour before you succeed in fish- 
ing up any fish, 


STANLEY MonrTIFIORE has painted a picture 
called “ Leaving Labor.”’ It represents two or 
three horses, and all the figures are in repose. 
In fact, as much in repose as a District Messen- 
ger-boy when he is traveling at full speed. 
Everything betokens quiet and hush—a sort of 
dreamy tail-end of a gray day, when everything 
is hazy and calm. If Stanley Montifiore— 
heaven bless him, and make his pictures sell so 
fast that he will have to paint at night by lamp- 
light to keep pace with his orders!—could only 
see a number of lithographers leaving labor at 
six P. M_—that is, if he could see them piling 
down-stairs as though shot out of a cannon, 
and hear the avalanche of boot-heels, he would 
choose a different picture to represent “ Leav- 
ing Labor,” or else he would give his mas- 
terly painting a different name. 
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PUCK. 





TELEPHONOGRAMS. 





THE SOUDAN. 

As American citizens are becoming interested 
in the war that is now going on in Egypt, it is 
just as well that they should have a little more 
trustworthy information than the daily papers 
afford. The usual Puck Commissioner has 
therefore been dispatched. It will be observed 
that the items come from several parts of the 
world, and that the events do not always follow 
one another with logical sequence; but we feel 
quite sure that the average reader will know as 
much about the war now raging in the Soudan 
by digesting these dispatches as by a continued 
and profound study of the regular newspapers. 
In fact, we are sure he will learn more. We 
offer an unlimited amount of Confederate cur- 
rency to anybody who can tell us from the pa- 
pers the exact state of affairs and relative posi- 
tion of parties and tribes in the Soudan. We 
append all the news sent us. 


KuHaArTOuM, March 3rd. 

A man has been ten days walking over the 
Brooklyn Bridge from Chicago to Ujiji. He 
reports that “ Chinese” Gordon is not a Chinee 
at all, and that unless the Visigoths attack the 
Greenback party in the North River Tunnel, 
there will be considerable anxiety manifested 
about the result of the final trial of the Keely 
motor when it starts for Jerusalem. 





TRINKITAT, March 4th. 
Barnum’s white elephant and Mary Ander- 
son registered here to-day at the Fifth Avenue 
Hotel. They will take the Elevated Railroad, 
advancing on Suakim and Astoria, and protect- 
ing the Athenian dudes. 





Toxar, March 4th. 
El Mahdi had a candy-pull here last night. 
Copies of Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884, price 25 
cents, were distributed among the guests. Gen- 
eral Graham and Clara Louise Kellogg whistled 
“Sweet Violets’? amidst great applause. 





Lonpon, March 4th. 

In the House of Commons, last night, Mr. 
Bradlaugh asked Sir Stafford Northcote if pork- 
and - beans was looked upon in Conservative 
circles as more wholesome than fricassée of os- 
trich. Sir Stafford Northcote, amidst deafen- 
ing cheers, moved that the question be an- 
swered that day six months. Carried. Conse- 
quently there is no doubt that Admiral Hewitt 





will occupy the Erie Canal with his Krupp | 


gun-boats and steam fire-engines. 





PEKIN, March 3rd. 
All the Chinese laundrymen have reduced 
their prices twenty-five per cent. Queen Vic- 
toria has protested against the reduction as a 
breach of international law, and liable to de- 
preciate the value of India shawls and “ More 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


| 


Leaves from the Journal of a Life in the High- | 


lands.” The news has caused unusual rejoicing 
in El Obeid. 





SANDY Hook, March 4th. 
The Emperor William gave a State banquet 
to Colonel Tom Ochiltree yesterday in the 


Swash Channel House. Covers were laid for 
the entire gang. ‘The Mudir of Meina has 
promised to arrest the whole of the boot-blacks 
and ’longshoremen who refuse to box with hard 
gloves Osman Digna and the dancing dervishes 
of Delaware. 


Moscow, March 2nd. 
Four Turkish iron-clads will cruise in the 
Central Park Lake, New York, to intercept any 
El Mahdi bicycles that may approach by the 
mountains of the moon and the sources of the 
Congo. 








LENT. 





Farewell, farewell, for forty days, 

To pleasures, parties and to plays! 
Farewell to kettledrums and teas, 
Farewell to maskéd revelries! 

Farewell to dinners and to balls! 
Farewell to chatty party-calls! 
Farewell, farewell for many a day 

To all that made the Cit’s life gay! 
Farewell to all the joys of earth, 
Including dresses built by Worth! 
Farewell to fun, farewell to meat! 
Farewell to dances dear and sweet! 
Farewell! and life grows dull and glum, 
For Lent, for Lent, for Lent has come! 





Farewell, farewell, O fellow feaster— 
We ’Il see you later—after Easter! 
A. H. OAKEs. 








UNITED STaTEs Navy NOTEs. 





—The naval training-ship Saratoga, while 
leaving the Brooklyn Navy-Yard yesterday on 


| poor parents and the brindle bull. 





a cruise, came into collision with an early shad, | 


The vessel was badly damaged. 
$100,000 to repair her, 


It will cost | 


—The double-turreted monitor Miantonomah | 


is to undergo extensive alterations at an ex- 
pense of $150,000. She was unexpectedly caught 
out in a shower of rain. 

—The new cruiser Chicago sprained her ankle 


A DOTING DESPOT. 





Tyrant of tyrants! is this the end? 

Left in your dotage without a friend, 

Death but a little way off, and you, 

With the end of your despot plans in view? 
—And still you blow, while for death you wait, 
Little soap-bubbles of spite and hate! 


The Great Republic is marching on— 

What is to stop it when you are gone? 

The era of Peace and of Equal Right 

Draws nearer and nearer and shines more bright. 
—And still you are blowing, with main and might, 
Little soap-bubbles of hate and spite! 








REALISM AND NATURE. 





Our Continent, in a recent issue, says that young 
American authors — especially novelists — run 
too much to realism, and do not give enough 
attention to nature. This is very true, no 
doubt, and, as our E, C. says, it may be largely 
attributed to the fact that our young novelists 
are residents of the city, and have little or no 
acquaintance with country life. 

How can it be expected that a struggling 
young man who lives in an obscure garret, and 
gets all his ideas of the country out of a chromo, 
can tell you about gray days, dazzling cataracts, 
hazy woods, songful after-glows, and all that 
sort of thing? As Mr. Webster remarks in his 
definition of the word “ paradox,” it is “a pro- 
position seemingly absurd.” 

A man, to write intelligently of the country, 
must be a man who was raised on a farm by 
Then he 
will know how to describe a dreamy cow. He 
must be a man who has been obliged to hoe 
corn, and live on bacon and codfish, and coffee 
grown in the garden. He must be a man who 
has been obliged to get up on a snowy morn- 
ing and make a path to the barn with his boots 
to do the milking. 

These are the expériences that a man must 
go through before he can hope to successfully 
write descriptions of landscape in which the 


| reader can see familiar pictures. After this sort 


in the effort to get ahead of several mud-scows | 


that were being towed out to sea. 
pairs will be necessary at an expense of $500,- 
000. 

—The U.S. S. Washtubia took on board yes- 
terday one ton of coal. A lump carelessly han- 


dled tumbled into the hold and started a plank, | 


The ship filled and sunk immediately in fifteen 
fathoms of water. ‘Tenders will be invited to 
raise her, although there is some talk of uti- 
lizing the vessel as an aquatic summer-resort. 


The American Agriculturist undertakes to tell 





_ why farmers raise melons, but it doesn’t seem to 


_ give the right reason. 
draw light-fingered epicures into the patches, 


They do it in order tod 


so that they may have the fun of seasoning and 
unfreshening their anatomies with pepper and 
salt. 


Trifling re- | 





of life the young novelist is thoroughly equipped 
for the landscape act. 

Then he must come to New York and se- 
cure a position on the police-force. After he 


_ has acted in this capacity for a year or two 


he is in a proper condition to sling realism, It 
is impossible for the city man to write with 
anything like a respectable degree of truth con- 
cerning the rural districts, because his igno- 
rance leads him to make grievous errors. He 
will have grapes ripe in June, and trees in blos- 
som in November. He will cause the golden- 
rod to blow in April, and speak feelingly of the 
fragrant sumach, and of horse-chestnuts grow- 
ing plentifully on the horse, and allude to a 
hogshead overflowing without in the least dis- 
turbing the mental equilibrium of the hog. 
Therefore we think the city novelist should 
fly from the city, and study Nature in her wild- 
est haunts. R. K. M. 
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PERSIFLAGE. 





On the east coast of England there is a town 
called Wivenhoe. I mention this for the bene- 
fit of poets seeking a rhyme for Ivanhoe. In 
Portugal there is a town known by the name 
of Faro. But there is no connection between 
poets and Faro. This connection suggests cash, 
and hence the caption. Some poets are very 
careless in the use of language. They do not 
pay enough attention to articulation and enun- 
ciation. They are apt to make slips of the 
tongue. So long as the world is organized on 
the present carping basis, if a man says bear- 
able terrier when he means terrible barrier, 
even though it be early in the evening, people 
will draw their own inferences, It would really 
amount to the same thing if other people drew 
their inferences for them, or if they drew the 
inferences of other people. The ultimate analy- 
sis would be identical. The result would be 
prejudicial to the poet’s reputation for uninter- 
mittent sobriety. 

I met a poet once at a play. A play in Lon- 
don is only comparatively agreeable. That is, 
it is more agreeable than one is inclined to ex- 
pect if he knows the country well, ‘The play 
at the Savoy, that evening, was “Iolanthe.” It 
is Homeric in one way—it reminds one of Ho- 
mer’s nods, In and out and round about the 
theatre a gentle pea-soup fog hung and swung 
and clung. I do rot mean to rhyme, but I can 
with difficulty help it when I sit next to a poet. 

There were four seats in the 
box, and my companion and my- 
self occupied the front seats. The 
poet hates to take a back seat at 
the theatre. He occupies that 
position so generally in real life 
that at the play he sighs for a 
change. Our poet had traveled. 
So had I. He knew several lan- 
guages, I am a noted polyglot. 

He started the ball by observ- 

ing to his friend that ‘One could 
see nothing like that in America.” 
I put him out at first base by re- | 
marking casually that there was | 
hardly a good-looking woman in | 
the house. Then he opened with | 
“ Bis!’ and I came to the front 
with “Bravo!” Then he ven- 
tured “ Brava!’ and I caught him 
out with “ Bravi tutti!” Then he 
said that some people spoke all 
languages with equal inaccuracy. 
Then | made several cutting re- 7 ~ 
marks in Romaic, which nearly 
took his breath away, because he 
could not understand them, not 
having lingered at the Hotel des 
Etrangers in classic Athens, nor 
sipped black coffee in the Square 
of the Constitution. 

The electric-lights on the stage, 
at this moment, looming up dim- 
ly through the fog, and giving 
some signs of animation in that 
direction, my attention was taken 
from the poet. When I looked 
over my shoulder at him again 
he was in a white heat, trying to 
think up some words of Hindu- 
stani. I was prepared with some 
phrases of Celtic, which I learned 
from my French nurse, when a 
boy in Yorkville. But his friend, 
fearing slaughter, took him in 
tow. I do not mean that she 
took him in the head, but rather 
that she took him in hard. (Eng- 
lish is such a clumsy language.) 

“TI do so admire the collec- 
tions of the Louvre,”’ said she. 

“Yes, it is a fine shop; one 
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PUCK’S PATENT APPARATUS— 


can purchase almost anything one desires there, 
I dare say. But it is no finer than some of 
our London shops,” 

The Venus de Milo, having heard of this 
confusion of the shop with the museum, fell ill, 
and at this moment reclines, “all broken up,” 
upon a bed of straw. 

The curtain dropped and so did the poet. 
He dropped to the fact that the play was fin- 
ished, and started to leave the auditorium, mov- 
ing with a slight impediment in his Schottische. 
It was here that the poet, to use the language of a 
Harvard graduate, gave himself away. He said: 

“The heat of the house is a bearable terrier 
to one’s enjoyment of the play.” 

I stuck a temperance tract in his top-coat 
pocket, by way of last tag, and passed out into 
the London night. 








MONTANA SPEAKS. 


OLp AGENCY, Montana, March 3rd, 1884. 


To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

Your civilizing influence is felt out here even by the 
aboriginal Piegans and Blackfeet, and the inclosed two 
bits is from Chief Little Dog, who wants your ANNUAL 
for 1884. Your jokes seem to lose none of their savor 
when translated into Blackfoot, and I have seen Little 
Dog and White Calf go into spasms over some of your 
**Cartoons and Comments.” They recognize, in your 
pictures of John Kelly a long-lost brother-in-law who 
was stolen by the whites in the time of the Piegan mas- 
sacre. Would it not be a good idea for the Government 
to supply each of the hostile Apaches with a copy of the 
ANNUAL? Yours truly, Ep. C. GARRETT. 
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DEFINITIONS. 





There are many words nowadays that do not 
seem to be generally understood as to their 
meaning and significance. The present is es- 
sentially an age when we seek for truth, either 
in a definition or an Alderman. In the case of 
the definition we may find it; in the case of the 
Alderman—perhaps. 

It has seemed good, therefore, through Puck, 
to enlighten the world on certain points, and to 
elucidate several words and phrases that are 
much used and whose meaning is growing some- 
what misty. 

And here are some samples: 

ProrounD MEn.—Those who, by keeping their 
mouths shut on subjects they don’t under- 
stand, get a reputation for silence and wis- 
dom. 

PEDIGREE.—Forgetfulness of the meanness and 
remembrance of the goodness of our way- 
back relatives. 

ORIGINALITY.—The previousness of the few in 
getting on to that which the many know later. 

Society.—A boring-match made up of an ag- 
gregation of 4/asé people with traces of brains, 

PopuLaRIty.—Being non-committal on all sub- 
jects and sacrificing principle to policy. 

FREE-THINKER.—A man who finds out how you 
think and then disagrees with you. 

PERSEVERANCE, —QOne part of beginness and 
nine of stick-to-it-ativeness. 

Brains.—The differentiating quality between 

the few and the: many. 





COUCESS 


Biowinc OvuT THE GAS. 





To Prevent Country Guests 1n City HOTELS FROM 


Dress,— The fussiness which oc- 
cupies the entire time of the 
brainless. 

THE Fricip Zone, — Charles 
Francis Adams’s waist-band. 
INFLUENCE.—Having an under- 

ground grip on a man. 

CHILI Sauce, — The impudence 
of the ice-cream waiter. 

MILLENNIAL ILLUMINATION, — 
Edison’s electric light. 

RESIGNATION.—The rightness of 
what-is-ness. 

Wit. — Puck’s ANNUAL, by a 
large majority. 

STYLE.—The newness of the get- 
up-ness. 

Tue Last Causr.—The Keely 
Motor. 

SKEPrICcIsM—The fogginess of 
fogism. 

Pouitics (past).—See R. C-nk- 
ling. 

CoLoRED PEOPLE.—Society la- 
dies. 

Humor.—-Every number of Puck. 

PoLiTIcs (present).—See J. K-lly. 

Tue Heattuy Zone.—Ozone. 

Conceit.—M-tth-w R. Nold. 

CoNnsSERVATISM.— Zhe Nation, 

Honesty (obsolete). 





Git Forpe. 


Our Continent prints an article 
entitled ‘‘ The Value of a Line.” 
And, strange as it may seem, it is 
not an article on vigilance com- 
mittees and the sovereign virtue 
of a rope. 


Ir HAs been stated, and some 
sportsman will, no doubt, be sorry 
to hear it, that a fishing-pole has 
been invented that registers every 
fish caught. This will do away 
with all fish-stories, inasmuch 
as the angler with a pole that 
doesn’t register will always be re- 
garded with suspicion. 
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PUCK. 





HIS REASON. 


“ Excuse me,”’ said the shad to-the fisherman, 
as they came together in the boat: “but do 
you happen to have a Washington directory 
hereabouts ?” 

“‘ No,” said the fisherman: “I have not. Nei- 
ther have I a jack-plane, nor a sewing-machine, 
nor a lace fichu; but I have a deraijohn of whis- 
key, if that is of any use to you.” 

“No, thank you,” replied the shad: “I am 
strictly cold water in my principles. But do 
you happen to possess the list of any respectable 
lecture-bureau in the country ?” 

“JT have not,” returned the fisherman: “I 
don’t use that sort of bait.” 

“ And you haven’t seen the Honorable Ste- 
phen W. Dorsey lately ?” asked the shad. 

“T have not,” said the fisherman: “ May I 
venture to ask why you inquire ?”’ 

“Certainly,” responded the shad: “I am 
anxious to discover the whereabouts of Colonel 
Robert G. Ingersoll.” 

«“ And what do you want of Colonel Robert 
G. Ingersoll?’ demanded the fisherman: “you 
are not concerned in the Star Route frauds, are 
you ?” 

“By no m€ans,” said the shad: “I simply 
want to tip the Colonel my flipper and tell him 
that I am with him on this Free Thought busi- 
ness. ‘The Colonel is solid.” 

‘‘T am surprised to hear you say so,” said 
the fisherman. 








“You wouldn’t be if you were a shad,” an- 
swered the shad: “I tell you that this whole 
Christian religion has got to be abolished, or 
else this confounded season of Lent must be 
switched around the calendar, so that it won’t 
coincide with the time when I take my regular 
spring picnic; that’s all.” 

And he gasped up the ghost. 








THE POET'S SORROW. 


Whence doth the poet’s sorrow spring? Ah, me! 
T’ve heard it called the soul’s divine despair; 
Of kindred essence with the autumn air, 

Or with the plaintive sobbing of the sea; 

And marked it oft ’mid scene of revelry, 

Like a wan lily encompassed with the glare 
Of roses. But oftener in the pages where 

The poets are reflected in their poetry. 

Magnet of the sage, or sentimental mind— 
Strange, mysterious, fascinating sorrow! 

I have a thought anent thee. Rash and blind 
It may be; yet, if I die for it to-morrow, 

Speak it I must: After all, art thou designed 
Of the poet’s inability to—borrow? 

ADOLPHUS SILKWORM. 





PUCK’S TITLE-TIPS. 





GameE-Birps—Gamblers. 

THE PATH-FINDER—Pinkerton. 

WHICH SHALL IT BE?—Whiskey. 

A GOLDEN BUTTERFLY—Langtry, 

THE GOLDEN FLEECE—A Plumber’s Bill. 
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HIS CABINET. 





It having been reported that Mr. Henry Irv- 
ing, the actor, was about to become a candidate 
for Parliamentary honors on his return to Eng- 
land, that gentleman was interviewed on the 
subject. 

“Not only am I going into the House of 
Commons,” he said: “but in all probability I 
shall be the next Prime Minister. I have al- 
ready chosen my Cabinet. Here is the list: 

First Lord of the Treasury—Henry Irving. 

Lord Chancellor—Ellen Terry. 

Lord of the Privy Seal—Lawrence Barrett. 

Chancellor of the Exchequer—Adelina Patti. 

Secretary of War—Sarah Bernhardt. 

Secretaries for Ireland—Harrigan & Hart. 

Mistress of the Robes—Mrs, Langtry. 

“My Cabinet will also include Billy Birch, 
Samuel J. ‘Tilden, Bob Ingersoll, John Kelly, 
O’ Donovan Rossa, John L. Sullivan, John Roach 
and the author of ‘The Bread-Winners.’ ” 

“Tt is reform we want in England, as you do 
here,” continued the artist: “and a blending 
of the dramatic and musical elements, with a 
slight infusion of foreign political blood, is cer- 
tain to regenerate Great Britain. People there 
are tired of the old parties.” 


IF WOULD is pronounced “ wood” and could 
pronounced “cood,” why isn’t Gould pro- 


/ nounced “good” ? 
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years ago last spring, as it stood in 
the entrance to a hall in Main Street. 
The child was not injured because it 
was not in the carriage at the time, - 
but I was not so fortunate. I pulled ‘f 
pieces of perambulator out of myself * 
for two weeks with the hand that was 
not disabled. 

How a sedentary man could fall 
through a child’s carriage in such a 
manner as to stab himself with the 
awning and knock every spoke out of 
three wheels is still a mystery to me, 
but I did it. I can show you the 
doctor’s bill now. 

The other day, however, I discov- 
ered a new style of riding animal. 
The Rev. Mr. Hallelujah was at the 
dépot when I arrived, and was evi- 
dently waiting for the same Chicago 
train that I was in search of. Rev. 
Mr. Hallelujah had put his valise down 
near an ordinary baggage-truck which 
leaned up against the wall of the sta- 
tion building. - . 

He strolled along the platform a 
few moments, communing with him- 
self and agitating his mind over the 


HERE ARE a good many difficult 
things to ride, I find, beside the bi- 
cycle and the bucking Mexican 
Those who have tried to 
mount and successfully ride a wheel- 
barrow in the darkness of the stilly 
night will agree with me. 

You come on a wheelbarrow sud- 
denly when it is in a brown study, 
and you undertake to straddle it, so 
to speak, and all at once you find 
the wheelbarrow on top. I may say, 
I think, safely, that the wheelbar- 
row is, as a rule, phlegmatic and 
cool; but when a total stranger star- 
tles it, it spreads desolation and de- 
struction on every hand. 

This is also true of the perambu- 
lator, or baby-carriage. I undertook 
to evade a child’s phaeton, three | 







his back and the wall. 


been there. 


he goes to load it. 


evolutions. 


broad light of day. 
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--The truck started across the platform with him.— 


subject of Divine Retribution, and then he 
went up and leaned against the truck.  Fi- 
nally he somehow got his arms under the 
handles of the truck as it stood up between 
He still continued to 
think of the plan of Divine Retribution, and 
you could have seen his lips move if you had 


Pretty soon some young ladies came along, 
rosy in the wintry air, beautiful beyond com- 
pare, frosty crystals in their hair; smiled 
they on the preacher there. 

He returned the smile and bowed low. As 
he did so, as near as I can figure it out, he 
stepped back on the iron edge of the truck 
that the baggage-man generally jabs under 
the rim of an iron-bound sample-trunk when 
Anyhow, Mr. Hallelu- 
jah’s feet flew out toward next spring. The truck started across the plat- 
form with him and spilled him over the edge on the track ten feet below. 
So rapid was the movement that the eye with difficulty followed his 
His valise was carried onward by the same wild avalanche 
and “busted” open before it struck the track below. 

I was surprised to see some of the articles that shot forth into the 
Among the rest there was a bran fired new set of 
ready-made teeth, to be used in case of accident. 
I didn’t know that Mr. Hallelujah used the common tooth of commerce. 





eg 


REV. MR. HALLELUJAH’S HOSS. 





— The small boy who smiled.— 


Up to that moment 


These teeth slipped out of the 
valise with a Sabbath smile and 
vulcanized rubber gums, 

In striking the iron track 
below, the every-day set which 
the Rev. Mr. Halielujah had 
in use became loosened, and 
smiled across the road-bed and 
right of way at the bran fired 
new array of incisors, cuspids, 
bi-cuspids and molars that flew 
out of the valise. Mr. Halle- 
lujah got up and tried to look 
merry, but he could not smile 
without his teeth. The back 
seams of his Newmarket coat 
were more successful, however. 

Mr. Hallelujah’s wardrobe 
and a small boy were the only 
objects that dared to smile. 

. Britt NYE. 
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Never Goes Near a Table without Getting 
Mixed Up With It. 





WYBERT’S MISSION. 





Wybert Wynne had once been rich, and had known 
the luxury of an idle life. Reared in ease and comfort, 
he had drifted from one dissipation to another until he 
could find no pleasure that was new to him. Leaders of 
fashion sought his company in vain. Once, in a fit of 
ennui, he gave his steam-yacht to be raffled for at a 
church-fair, which showed his great spirit of charity. 
The clergyman was a Baptist, whom a local humorist 
had once profanely dubbed an ‘‘ amphibious preacher.” 

These facts Wybert Wynne stated as he walked into 
the office the other day. After he had told that he once 
wore a velvet jacket and fez, and rich cardinal slippers, 
and smoked cigarettes in his own studio, he wrung his 
hands in despair, and said: 

*« But everything was wrung. from me by a bitter, re- 
lentless Fate.” 

*¢ What was it?” 

Wybert drew himself up to his utmost inch, and ran 
his hands through his chestnut ringlets, and replied: 

‘¢ The other man held the four aces.” 

*« And you were thus ruined?” 

‘© Yes; but, though naturally endowed with a proud 
and haughty spirit, I am not above doing hard work for 
my daily bread.” 

«¢ How would you like to carry a banner?” 

‘¢ First-rate,” he replied: **I come of a family of sol- 
diers, and a banner-bearer is an exalted position.” 

«‘Thevy want a man to carry a banner around at 
Muggs’s dime-restaurant, we heard one of the composi- 
tors remark at noon,” 

<¢T can’t carry that kind of a banner,” replied Wybert 
Wynne: ‘as I have rheumatism in my shoulders at pres- 
ent. I would prefer in-door work.” 

«‘The trouble is we have nothing that we can offer 
you at present.” 

‘© How would you like me to wash the windows for 
you?” 

«« We have a contract with a woman who does that.” 

«¢ Do you want your shoes blacked?” 

‘© No; we never have our boots blacked in wet wea- 
ther like this. We have nothing at all for you.” 

«I'll wash the dog for you, if you like.” 

«¢ We don’t keep a dog!” 

*¢ How would you like to have me pitch in and put a 
patent-leather shine on that stove? I’ll make it shine so 
that it will be equal to one of those silver balls that are 
used on lawns for reflectors.” 

We didn't respond, 

Wybert Wynne seemed discouraged. About his 
haughty, aristocratically carved lips curled a cynical 
smile. But he returned to.the charge. 

«‘ There is one thing more I can do.” 

«¢ What’s that?” 

«¢ Run errands. Iam very swift. I could go to the 
corner and get you a quart of beer and a couple of sand- 
wiches in two minutes. That would be a good test to 
put me to before engaging me. In two minutes you will 
see me back, with the two blooming sandwiches, and the 
pail of beer excited to an extra degree of foam by my 
great swiftness of action. Let me see, sandwiches are 
ten cents apiece, and beer fourteen cents a quart. That 
will make thirty-four cents. Give me thirty-five, and I'll 
bring back the cent change. Now for the money and 
the pathetic little tin kettle, and I’ll away like the herald 
of the morn.” 

«* Never mind about that, Mr. Wynne; you are alto- 
gether too balsamic and breezy, and you would ne doubt 
trip in your great flight, and spoil the symmetry of your 
countenance, to say nothing of upsetting the beer. But 
there is one thing you might do.” 

«¢ What’s that?” 

«¢ Are you a good hunter?” 
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Generally Leaves a Party with Several Yards of 
Trains Clinging to Him. 
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A Nice Young Man for a Very Small Tea Party. 








«¢ First-rate.” 

‘‘ All right; we will engage you. 
a female minstrel-show.” 

«¢ Thanks,” replied Wybert Wynne, bowing politely. 

«¢ And here is a scap-net.” ‘ 

Wybert Wynne took it, but remained silent. 

‘¢ We received an alligator from Florida to-day ina 
cigar-box.” 

‘*And you want me to stand around and keep him 
from escaping with this scap-net?” inquired Wybert 
Wynne, smilingly. 

«¢ No,” we replied: ‘¢ we do not; but we want you to 
go to the female minstrel-show to-night, and dance along 
in front of the first row of seats, and with this net scap 
all the flies you can off the bald heads, bring them down 
here to-morrow, and we will buy them from you for the 
alligator at five cents a hundred.” 

Wypbert Wynne let off a sigh that sounded like muffled 
thunder, and as he strode from the office, the alligator 
leaned over the edge of his twelve-cent dish-pan, opened 
his mouth away back to his hind-legs, and grinned in 
silent glee. 


Here isa ticket for 


R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 








Auswers for the Aurious. 


GLosTER.—Address lost. Please send it. 


Dow.—No, you are mistaken. The ball season is 
over, and the returns are all in, even from the back dis- 
tricts, and you are all off on this intemperance question. 
Nobody was in the slightest degree intoxicated at any of 
the balls. We have examined several hundred cases, 
with the same result every time. Nobody was intoxi- 
cated, Everybody else was, however. This is the uni- 
versal testimony. There isn’t a man that we have talked 
to who won’t put his hand on his heart and declare that 
he was as sober as a judge—had only two glasses of 
champagne the whole evening —saw lots of other fellows 
pretty well off, though—noticed that they all seemed very 
wavy and hazy, about three o’clock in the morning—no, 
nothing the matter with my eyes—fellows must have been 
wobbly. 


GRENVILLE.—Always glad to help aspiring genius. 
You want a receipt for a St.-Elmo-Southern novel, do 
you? Here you are: 1 proud father, 1 coat-of-arms and 
motto thereto, 1 dusky-eyed heroine, 1 snaky female rival, 
1 hero with a wealth of golden hair, 1 decayed family 
mansion, I horse-race, 1 deed of valor, negros and pal- 
metto scenery ad /#6., mix lavishly and send somebody to 
a convent. 
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The More Easy He Attempts to be the More 
Damage He Does. 





MY OFFERS, 


My friends, as well as my enemies, are unanimously of 
the opinion that I am a dude. I can stand that; but what 
I did not think I should be able to stand was the waiting 
for the year 1884. It is here at last, and I am happy. 
My anxiety for its arrival was not on account of politics, 
or because a President is to be elected. I don’t care for 
politics. I don't care for Presidents. I have never voted, 
nor do I intend to indulge in the luxury. 

I waited for ’84 because I have made up my mind to 
get married this year. I have also made up my mind 
not to ask any young woman to be my wife. Any fel- 
low can do that. There are hundreds of girls just waiting 
for the question to be popped. Now, I hungered for 
leap-year in order that some damsel might ask me to be 
her husband, and I have not been disappointed. 

Knowing that I’m in the market, I have been com- 
pletely over-run with applications, and have been obliged 
to hire two or three policemen to keep order at the door. 
Out of four hundred damsels who made application, I 
have permitted but a few to apply in person; an"“old 
maiden aunt of mine choosing the likely ones, and re- 
maining outside my apartments for the purpose. I am 
twenty-eight. Am considered good-looking. Have very 
blond hair, and deep-blue eyes. The trouble about the 
applicants is that they are all older than I am. 

The first candidate for matrimony was an attractive 
brunette, aged about thirty, weight perhaps one hundred 
and sixty pounds, My aunt thought she was eligible be- 
cause she was of aristocratic family, and had at least 
one hundred and fifty thousand dollars, with which she 
could do as she pleased. ‘The lady entered my reception- 
room precisely at eleven o’clock, and handed me a letter 
of introduction, 

«« Be seated,” I said, in my sweetest tones. I surveyed 
my visitor. She seemed modest and lady-like. Her eyes 
drooped as she said: 

‘*T am looking fora husband. You are aware, per- 
haps, that this is leap-year. I have heard of you. I 
now beg leave to propose formally for your hand.” 

I fear that I blushed slightly. I stammered out some- 
thing about an ¢* unexpected honor,”’ and then, summon- 
ing up courage, I said I would make a note of the mat- 
ter, and would let her know by messenger. 

Hardly had the door closed on her, when there was a 
violent knock at the door, and in rushed a tall, majestic, 
richly-attired, long, thin creature, at least six feet in 
height. She was accompanied by her brother. I recog- 
nized her instantly. She was an old flame of mine whom 
in my youthful days I sought to win; but my love had 
long grown cold. Hers apparently had not. 

«¢T know,” she murmured: ‘that you are naturally of 
a retiring disposition, and that your native modesty would 
not permit ycu to ask me to be yours. I therefore save 
you the trouble and request you to be mine.” 

I told her I would see about it. 

*‘I have not a large income,”’ she continued: * but I 
will do my best to make you happy. Oh, what a joyful 
leap-year this will be for both of us!” 

She placed her arms around my neck, 
engaged them, and told her to call again. 
would do so—to-morrow. 

Although barely two months of the year have elapsed, 
I have received no fewer than seventy-five fairly eligible 
offers, which exceeds an average of one aday. This is 
doing pretty well. Many of my friends complain that 
nothing of the sort happens to them. It is their own 
fault. ‘They should proclaim from the house-tops that 
they are open to suitable matrimonial propositions, and 
their experience would be similar to mine. Before elec- 
tion-day I hope the best catch of the season will have 
secured me. 


I gently dis- 
She said she 


MASHINGTON NERVINE. 
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‘Fable does not teach Anything. 
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FABLES FOR THE YOUNG. 





THE FROG AND THE PILE-DRIVER, 

One day a Frog climbed Up under a Pile- 
Driver to enjoy his Noon Spell. When the 
Men began work at One o’clock the Driver 
came down and made him feel very Flat in- 
deed. 

Moral—If you once get thoroughly Mashed, 
that Settles it. 
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THE Rat TERRIER AND THE MOUSE, 


One day, about half-past Two in the After- 
noon, a Rat Terrier was sitting on a Stool gazing 
at Himself in the Looking Glass. A little Mouse 
from a neighboring Hole then came out and 
ran across the Room into the Pantry; but, of 
course, the Terrier did not See Him. This little 





THE FROGS AND THE Gac., 


There was a very Old Double B Bull-Frog 
lived with some Young Frogs in a large Pond | 
near a Saw-mill. One Night some Tramps 
burned the mill, and the Frogs were so Terri- 
fied that they stayed Hid for a Straight Week 
after the Conflagration. ‘Then they called a 
Council to See who had Sand enough to swim | 
up and see what was the Rumpus, The old 
B B Frog Jumped at this Chance, and was 
soon seated on a Log, taking in the Situation. 
He then Happened to think of an Old Gag 
that he could get Off now to a good advantage. 
So he Immediately leaped into the Water and | 
was soon with the Young Frogs again. “Well, 
what did you find?” they all Asked; and he, 
puffing up with Laughter till he looked like a | 
Pin-cushion, replied: “1 found a Dam by a| 
Mill Site, but I didn’t find a Mill by a Dam 
Site.” They gave him five minutes to prepare | 
for Death. 

Moral.—Don’t act as if you knew it All | 
because you are in Kid Company. | 





Tue Crows, Foxes AND COYOTES, 
One day 


** There were three crows sat on a tree, 
And they were black as crows could be.” —({ Petrarch.) 


and they were all eating at a large piece of 
Mutton that they had Pilfered from an adja- 
cent Slaughter-House. 

Soon two Foxes and two Coyotes came Along, 
and wishing some Mutton, they thought they 
would Excite the Crows, so they would Drop 
it. So the Foxes and the Coyotes praised the 
Crows, and said they must have lovely Voices, 
since their Bodies were so Beautiful, Then the 
Foxes and the Coyotes winked at each Other, 
and asked the Crows if they would be kind 
enough to Favor them with Something Senti- 
mental. The Crows put their heads together, 
and thought how a similar game had been 
Worked about 2,000 years Ago, and then they 
put the Mutton in a place of Safety, and began: 


‘¢‘T’m dreaming now of Hallie, sweet Hallie, dear Hallie, 
I’m dreaming now of Hallie; 
And the Mocking-bird is singing o’er her grave— 
Oh, listen to the Mocking-bird! Caw! caw! caw!” 
—( Tupper.) 

At this joint the Foxes and Coyotes put their 
Tails between their Legs, and saying “‘ Good 
Evening,” they began to Hunt for the End of 
the Road as fast as they could. 

Moral.— Three of a Kind Beat Two Pair, 





THE Bap Boy AND THE JENNY. 

One very dark evening A Jenny was eating 
Grass at the end of her Tether in A Meadow, 
and a very Bad Boy was prodding her with a 
Short-Handled Fork. She Kicked at him a 
number of Times, but as it was very dark he 
kept Out of her Way. At last the Moon shone 
through, and The Jenny again took precise 
Aim and laid him Out in Great Shape. 

Moral —“ Wait ‘Till the Clouds Roll By, 
Jenny.” , 

F, S. RyMAN. 








THE TRUE GUIDE FOR THE “LATCH-KEY.” 
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TIRED LANDLORDS AND WAITING WIVES WILL HAIL ITs ADVENT WITH TEARS OF Joy. 





OUR VIEW OF IT. 





There are as many differences of opinion as 
there are saints in the calendar as to what par- 
ticular planks there should be in the platform 
whereon the banner of victory is to perch in 
November of this year of grace. To mix meta- 
phors, the winning card can nct »e named by 
the party, or even the section of party that may 
succeed in carrying its man to the envied goal 
—the White House. 

Our Republican friends rely on their past 
successes to achieve a triumph. Our Demo- 
cratic acquaintances pin their faith to their 
well-known talent for mistakes, and the tradi- 
tional hash they usually make of every struggle 
they enter into. 

There is no reason why the Presidential elec- 
tion should not be conducted on principles dif- 
ferent from the precedents dear to Democrats. 
They have excellent material in Free Trade 
out of which to make an issue, but the country 
will be very much surprised if they are able to 
do anything with it. 

Yet, at the same time, we would not recom- 
mend the Republican party, which has become 
so used to keeping up its reputation by having 
a firm grip on nine-tenths of the public offices, ° 
to be too confident. Possession may be nine 
points of the law, but it is not the tenth. 

On the one hand is a party without a policy; 
on the other a party which could manufacture 
a policy in no+time, if it only knew how to go 
to work, 

We never bet—we look upon the practice as 
demoralizing; but if we wished to depart from 
the rigid rules of virtue we have prescribed for 
ourselves, we should not object to lay a small 
wager that even if a Republican President does 
succeed in getting in the White House for an- 
other four years, his followers and supporters 
will regret not having improved on their ante- 
campaign antics. 

The only successful American comic paper 
that to-day has completed its seventh year of 
existence may be allowed a little latitude in its 
treatment of subjects. Our artist likes to in- 
dulge in originality for its own sake. We do 
not know that the story told in our centre-page 
cartoon can be defended on historical, Biblical 
or even mythological grounds. 

Noah, it is reasonable to suppose, built an 
ark; but whether those who were politically op- 


| posed to him made light of the affair, we frank- 


ly confess we do not know. This, however, is 
the situation. 

The Democratic shipwrights have a tempo- 
rary leader, with principles that suggest a pol- 
icy which it is doubtful will ever become of 
importance under the present management. 

The old guard of the Republican party, who, 
by-the-way, are attired in particularly varied 
and fanciful ancient costumes, sneer, laugh 
and make merry at what to them is the futile 
work of their opponents. 

There may bea slight confusion and mixture 
of Greek and Roman fashions; but what of 
that? The likenesses are familiar enough. If 
some of these heros and demi-gods possessed 
the omniscience attributed to such beings, they 
would not scoff at or treat lightly that which 
some wise men seem to think will win the fight 
for the Presidency. 








MICHELET SAYS Woman is the Sunday of man. 
We differ with Mich. We think on wash-day 
she is rather more the Monday. 





ENGLAND Is to address a note to America on 
the dynamite question. Although this is leap- 
year, this is not the kind of question that it is 
desirable to pop. 
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THE AMATEUR CARPENTER. 





It is great fun to watch an amateur carpenter. 
He usually knows how to use tools just about 
as well as a hen turkey knows how to paint a 
rose. He may be a good, honest and even 
virtuous citizen in other respects, but when he 
retires to his work-room, and strips off his coat 
and vest for a little recreation with edged tools, 
it is just as well not to have any of the women 
folks or children within hearing. The dog may 
come in, if he wants to, but it must be with the 
understanding that it is at his own risk. It is 
said that dogs are intelligent. Some dogs are; 
but the dog that persists in hanging around an 
amateur carpenter isn’t worth the leather it 
takes to make his collar. 

The amateur carpenter always wants to make 
something, right off. He is never content to 
go through with a course of experimental pro- 
cesses in wood. If he saws a board, it is not 
to see how well or how straight he can learn to 
do it, but to make it fit into some mechanical 
creation of his fertile brain. If he drives a 
nail, it is not to discover the mystery of doing 
it without splitting either of the surfaces which 
it joins, or how to keep it from staggering 
around lixe a lamp-post on a club night. He 
drives it, of course, to make the sides of a box 
stick on, or to seal up a crack in a pine boot- 
jack. It is this insatiable constructive passion 
which gets the amateur carpenter into trouble. 
If he would be content with using his tools, at 
first, to find out how to use them, and after- 
ward to find out what to use them for, he 
would get along much better. But no; he must 
make something right away. He has an ideal 
in his head, and he immediately sets to work 
to carve it out in cold pine and nails. 

Ry-and-by, after a great deal of sweating and 
internal profanity, he gets the pieces, the con- 
stituent parts, of the thing blocked out; and 
here he takes a rest, and contemplates his blis- 
tered palms with considerable self-satisfaction. 
It looks as though the chief difficulty had been 
conquered, and all that remains to do is to put 
the pieces together, and the thing will be done. 
But alas for his short-lived confidence! The 
trials of the amateur carpenter have but just 
begun. 

When he buckles to work again, he is aston- 
ished to find that the constituent parts of his 
conception don’t harmonize, as you may say, 
worth a cent. This was surely the end of the 

_ thing, but it doesn’t match the beginning, oppo- 
site, any more than a bad egg matches the 
complexion of a delicate appetite. One slants 
to the north and the other to the south; one is 
bigger at the top, and the other at the bottom, 
Change them around, and it works just the 
other way, but for the life of him he can’t fix 
them so that they will come out even. He 
tries the sides, and they are four times as bad, 
One laps over the two ends about an inch each 
way, and the other one is about an inch too 
short each way. The top and bottom of the 
concern are away off from the ideal—as much 
as four miles, ‘lhe top is so small that it falls 
in, and the bottom is so big that it won’t fit in, 
It would take an architectural genius greater 
than that of Sir Christopher Wren to make the 
six parts of that ideal box jibe together. 

Then the amateur carpenter pours out the 
vials of his wrath. With one mighty kick he 
sends the ingredients of his first masterpiece 
flying across the room. The dog gets the piece 
that is full of half-driven nails just in that por- 
tion of his anatomy most vitally connected with 
his howling-apparatus, and the chorus of curses 
and yells that ascends from that small back 
chamber is something awful. To add to his 
boiling rage, the amateur carpenter has severely 
sprained and otherwise inconveniencéd his two 
most efficient toes, from having forgotten the 


VisITOR.—** Money is a curse.” 
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THE COLD TRUTH. 
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VistroR.—‘* You look upon your children as great blessings, I presume?” 
HostEss.—‘* Well, mum, to be candid, I must say I’d be willing to sell one for money.” 


HostEss.—‘ Yes, but it would be a change in sich a crowd of blessings.”’ 








| fact that he had his slippers on, instead of his 
boots, when his emotions got the better of him. 

On the whole, his first effort can not be set 
down as an unqualified success. Still, he does 
not wish to give up so easily; so, after hobbling 
around and kicking the dog three or four times 
with his well foot, to even things up, he sits 
down and tries to think of something simple to 
make. 

How, for instance, would a doll-table for the 
little girl do? A square bit of board, with four 





holes bored at the four corners, and rounded 
| sticks driven into then, would be the general 
| plan of it. Simple enough, surely! He can do 

thai without any trouble. So up he gets, selects 
his board, and proceeds to saw off the requisite 
portion of it. When about half-way through 
the board the saw sticks, and will not move 
either way. The amateur carpenter tugs away 
for a few moments, and then his choler begins 
to rise—not his paper-collar; that was up about 
his ears a good while ago. He jumps up on the 
bench, plants both feet on the board, grabs the 
saw-handle and jerks backward with all his 
might. 

The saw comes out with a rush, and the ama- 
teur carpenter swoops down off the bench and 
plunges the back of his head into the nail-box. 
Fortunately, his collar protects his scalp some- 
what, and he escapes with a vision of two bil- 
lion stars and a long raw scratch on the neck. 
Again the poor dog howls in sympathy with his 
afflicted master, and vainly seeks an exit from 
the chamber of horrors. 

The saw, however, is now out of the board, 
and a brilliant thought occurs to the amateur 
carpenter. He has heard that lard or tallow 
rubbed on a refractory saw will cause it to glide 
with the most charming smoothness through the 
tightest kind of a board. So he goes and hunts 
up the servant, and persuades her to let him 








take the lard-pail. Armed with this, he returns 
to his stronghold, and the dog—like a thick- 
headed fool—returns with him. The amateur 
carpenter besmears the saw for its entire length 
on both sides with lard an inch deep, and then 
goes for the board again. 

The saw runs easier; but the lard covers up 
his guiding-mark, and he works off on a sort of 
tangent, so that when the board-end at last 
drops off, its shape reminds him of a last year’s 
tile that has several times been picked up out of 
the gutter. It will do, however, for such a rude 
and simple affair as a home-made doll-table. 
Now he must bore the holes in the four cor- 
ners. 

He selects a bit of about the right size, screws 
it into the bit-brace, puts his block over a hole 
in the bench, weights it, and proceeds to bore. 
For a few moments the chips fly right lively; 
then there is an ominous cracking sound, the 
bit goes through with a rush, and the amateur 
carpenter, unable to recover himself, comes 
down slap on the bench, knocking all the wind 
out of him, and giving himself a sanguinary 
nose by banging that member against the edge 
of the tool-chest. 

This ends his recreation for the first day. 
With a howl of anguish and rage he darts from 
the room, holding his nose in his hand and 
yelling for a handkerchief. Finally, after his 
devoted wife has dropped half-a-dozen bunches 
of cold keys down his back, and has cut up a 
quire of note-paper for him to hold under his 
tongue, and gone through the whole list of su- 
perstitious remedies for nose-bleed, he recovers, 
bathes, clothes himself, and returns to his right 
mind. 

Then he goes back to his business, thanking 
heaven that*the hour for recreation comes but 
once a day. 

PauL PASTNOR. 
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“HAWKEYE” DOTS. 


“So far as I am personally con- 
cerned,” says President Robinson, of 
Brown University: “ Fshould have no 
objection to open Brown University 
to women, except that it would be 
harder to manage than before.” 


It 1s rumored that Lotta will marry ' 
Cecil Payne, “the dudesque youth 
who supported her last year.” As he 
is about twenty- -eight years young, it 
isn’t certain whether Lotta will marry 
him or adopt him. 

Tue Russian poet, Inokenty Vas- 
selevich Fedorof, died last month in 
abject poverty, misery and squalor. 
Poor man. His poems were beautiful. 
But had he desired to fat up and die 
rich, he should have come to America 
and written a stage-carpenter and 
calcium-light play. 

Ir the Khedive expects to knock 
out the False Prophet, he will have 
to put in his best pasha licks. This 
dark Egyptian joke is contributed by 
that eminent Orientalist, Dr. Gottlieb 
Ack Humpbar, who has been specially 
engaged to write Oriental jokes for 
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—‘‘ Lord, dat’s nuffin. 







INJURED COLORED MAN.—“ You don’t suppose I’d steal at my time of 
life, does yer?” 
Wuire Parry.—‘ Circumstances are against you. Hold up your hands!” 


INJURED COLORED MAN. Here they be, Boss!” 


MILWAUKEE SUNBEAMS. 





An Indiana paper says: “Joseph E. 
McDonald can empty a hall quicker 
than any other man in the State.” 
That is a big point in Mr. McDon- 
ald’s favor. A man who has such 
a record would be a good man to 
meet Washington lobbyists. 


THE new Boston cremation funer- 
' al is to be tried as soon as completed, 
_ and citizens are requested to leave 
| their pots of beans before eight o’- 
clock on Saturday evening. If the 
furnace works well on beans, it wilk be 
considered a success in Boston. 


Says an agricultural exchange: 
“‘ The use of Gayuga plaster on pota- 
tos, the present season, has been un- 
expectedly favorable.” Why unex- 
pectedly favorable? If no favorable 
result was expected, why put the plas- 
teron? When a potato becomes so 
weak as to need a plaster on it in 
order to draw out its sprouts and 
make it grow, it would seem the better 
way to let the potato go on an ex- 
cursion for its health, and plant a 
healthy variety. Plasters may be an 











the Hawkeye so long as the war in 
Egypt continues. None genuine with- 
out the name blown in the bottle. For sale by 
all respectable druggists. 


“ ALL this hard wood you export,” the Eng- 
lish tourist asked the Indiana lumberman: “all 
this maple and beech, you know, where does it 
go?’ And then the man told him that most of 
it went direct to Scotland, where it was worked 
up into boxes and churns and paper-folders from 
the rafters of Burns’s cottage and the home of 
Sir Walter Scott. And the tourist said “ Haw,”’ 
and wrote something in his note-book. 


THE Pennsylvania courts have decided that 


Poems. By Augustin L. Taneau. “The Con- 
quest of Mexico” is a romance even in the pro- 
siest prose, and the author has thrown a charm 
around the story by weaving its main events 
into rhyme. He shows no little daring when 
he takes into poetry such liquid sounds as “ Ma- 
quahuitl,” “ Quitlahuic,” “ Huitzilpo,” “ Quet- 


| zalcol,”” and such like Hiawathan mysteries; 





while you mustn’t lie about it directly and | 


openly, it is perfectly lawful to keep your 
mouth shut during a horse-trade, and while you 
must not warrant an animal as perfectly sound 
in wind, limb and condition, without fault, spot, 
mar or blemish, when you know that he has a 
glass eye, goat-neck, mange, saddle galls, roach- 
back, ringbone, quarter crack, spavin, flat foot, 
wind galls, scratches, capped hock, stiff joint, 
blind staggers, ox-foot, rat-tail and hollow back, 
yet you are not compelled to call attention to 
these minor defects in the splendid Kentucky- 
bred animal you are trying to trade the stranger 
for a spring-wagon, set of harness, two-year-old 
colt, and seventy-five dollars, cash. ‘This is a 
wise and humane law, and lets the deacon out 
of a great many tight places, where otherwise 
trade would be paralyzed, the arteries of com- 
merce choked and stagnated by the unwise 
hand of oppressive laws, and panic, mistrust 
and depression would settle down upon a hope- 
less world in the rayless gloom of mistrust and 
suspicion.—R. /. Burdette, in Burlington Hawkeye. 


Not as BriGHT AS MicHtT Be.—They tell | 
a good story about a kind-hearted old soul that 
used to have charge of a station pretty well | 
down toward the southern terminus of the Del- 
aware Railroad. 

“’ve got enough of that white oil,”’ he wrote 
to the superintendent: ‘send me some red oil 
for my danger signal.— Middletown Transcript. 





A New ENGLAND publishing house has been : 


adjudged to pay $1,000 for using real names in 
a novel. If the author had only gone to some 
of the newspaper offices and secured the names 
of people who send in notes asking that their 
names shall be mentioned, all this trouble 


might have been saved, and some very trouble- ' 


some persons, who are generally repulsed, might 
have been accommodated.—Piladelphia Times. 


| of rather free and easy letter-press. 


but he manages to get them into their places 


without dislocating the metre, and if the reader | 


can keep them there without dislocating his 
jaws, he will be as great a success as the poet. 
We give a specimen for trial: 


**From Azpozalco comes her goldsmith’s ware; 
Jewels and gems Cholula’s wealth declare; 
Sculptors and painters Tenahocan sends; 
Fruits, mats and divans Quhititlan blends; 

Fair Xochimilco boasts her floral trays, 
Xilotepec the huntsman’s skill displays; 
Cuitlahuac cries the beauty of his fish, 

And all is his that mortal man could wish.” 


“TWAS EVER THUS.” 





THe Very Best. —Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884 has 
reached us, and is without exception the very best pro- 
duction of its kind ever issued. It is dedicated ‘to the 
Assyrian Pup, for the courage, ferocity and swiftness dis- 
played by him in chewing up Spring and Beautiful Snow 
Poems, as well as for his general virtue and capacity,” It 
is a daisy and no mistake.—Petrolia ( Ont.) Advertiser. 


Puck’s ANNUAL is just out and is exceedingly rare and 
racy. The Dynamited Dictionary and « Helen the 
Hustler” are among the most emotional of the articles. 
Those who would gain wisdom through merriment, should 
take a dose of Puck’s prescriptions every week.— Fu/ton 
County (N. Y.) Democrat. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884 is filled to the brim and 


running over with wit, fun and clever nonsense in writ- 
ing and in pictures. So much genuine, fresh and origi- 
nal American humor has never been put into an equal 
amount of space.—Philadelphia Bulletin. 

Puck’s ANNUAL was first funny, then it got funnier, 
but the edition for 1884 is the funniest yet. It is brim- 
ming full of comicalities. As a cure for the blues we 
prescribe a copy of Puck’s ANNUAL.— Phila, Kronikle- 
Herald. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884 is in better shape than ever. 
It is full of the «lighter vein” and only costs a quarter. 
Buy Puck’s ANNUAL and you’ll never regret it.— Cincin- 
nati Merchant 1raveler. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884 is full of funny pictures, and 
It is a book that 


; will make thousands of persons laugh. — Washington 


Capital. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for ’84. Ah, you have seenit! Else 
why those expansive smiles?—New York News. 





_ it does not, it is adulterated with water.” 


excellent thing for a weak back, but 
it does seem like overdoing the busi- 
ness when they are slapped on a weak potato. 
However, it is consoling to know the result of 
the Gayuga plaster was favorable, and now we 
will wait anxiously for the result of a mustard- 
plaster on the back of a sick potato.—Geo. W. 
Peck, in Peck’s Sun. 

A DAIRYMAN advises: “Slip a knitting-needle 
into your pocket, and when you go to a meal 
dip it in the milk-pitcher; if any of the milk 
adheres to the needle the fluid is pure, but if 
No 


| doubt this is a sure test, but it is rather hazard- 





ous. Ifa dozen boarders were to come to the 
table, and each one take a knitting-needle out 
of his or her pocket and insert it in the milk- 
pitcher, the boarding mistress, if she didn’t 
faint dead away, might seize a carving-knife 
and demoralize the testers.—Vorristown Herald. 


THE frightful and revolting intelligence comes 


| from Iowa that a well-known citizen of that 


State has been compelled to ask a divorce be- 
cause his wife is a drunkard. This altogether 
awful and unprecedented—but hold up; come 
to think of it, there have been cases where wo- 
men have substantiated like charges against 
their husbands.—Cincinnati Saturday Night. 





—Sir Walter Raleigh introduced smoking tobacco into 
England from America. The Golden Belt of North 
Carolina, on which is grown Blackwell’s Durham Long 
Cut, is just beyond the city of Raleigh. What wonder 
that all Europe took to pipe smoking when the great 
explorer struck the very leaf which now commands the 
admiration of the world? 


undbore’s Perfume, Edenia. 

Lund Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
undborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 

“und borg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 























de “Sweet B 








a= Best JupGes quet” the front rank in Ciger- 
ettes. 





~ Swayne’s Ointment should be in the possession of 
everyone in the land, troubled with any skin disease. 





Blair’s Pills—GCreat English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 

Oval Box, $1; Round, 50 Cents. At all Druggists. 
SPECIAL NOTICE. 

Numbers 6, 9, 10, 16, 25, 26, 38, 50, 53, 55, 56, 58, 
73. 771 79, 85, 87, 108, 109, 112, 119, 140 and 154 of 
English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents 
per copy. 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are to 
appear. Forms are closed on Friday at ten o’clock A. M. 
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HEN you go into a Drug 
Store and ask for 
‘Ginger’ or ‘Jamaica Ginger’ 
youseldom get the GENUINE 
GINGER. Always ask for 


Fred’k Brown’s 
Fred. Brown's 
F. Brown's 

GINGER 


And you will get the Genuine 
Article, made in Philadelphia, 
which will give RELIEF in 
Cramps, Colic and Stomach- 
ache, &c. The Only Reliable. 








Pachimann & Moelich, 


868 Canal St., N. ¥ 


Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers of 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Silverware, Clocks, Spectacles, 
Opera Glasses, etc., etc. 


Established 18388. Price-list Free. 
Repairing a Specialty. 










SPRING STYLES NOW READY. 


MANY NOVELTIES IN 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC WOOLENS. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


S20 BROADWAT S20. 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


Samples and Secr-MeAsukeMeENT cliart mailed on application. 
BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. 


Two persons, at least, seem to have had an 
active career this winter. They are the reporter 
who marries people “quietly,” and his friend 
who calls a dog a “canine.”” ‘These two able 
and enterprising misusers of pure English have 
been unusually busy for some time. ‘hey have 
kept the public familiar with their peculiar 
work, and are heroically doing their best to 
destroy Noah Webster’s iafluence. The wed- 
ding reporter has done extra service. He isa 
little ahead. Not only has he gone bravely on, 
keeping people from being married boisterously 
and uproariously, but he has permitted dis- 
tinguished persons to live “ quietly,” when every- 
body supposed that they were perishing to live 
disorderly or riotously. He allows others to 
get aboard trains “quietly,’’ when the supposi- 
tion is that their preference was for a noisy 
embarkation. ‘The man who compels the dog 
to appear in print as an adjective is doing his 
best to keep up with his “quiet” friend. No 
dog has had his day in his columns; he goes in 
only as a “canine,” poor dog!—Utica Observer. 


“‘1’m hurried to death,’”’ said the Hare, when 
the dogs were after him, to the Chipmunk, who 
begged that he would stop and crack a nut of 
gossip with him: “but if you will take my 
place and let me have yours, so that I can 
overlook the country, I’ll stop and rest awhile.” 

“All right,”? said the Chipmunk, hopping 
down from the tree, with a nut in his mouth: 
** I’ve always wished to see a March hare. But 
you are not a very mad one, are you?” 

“Oh, no,” replied the Hare, grinning: “ I’ve 
all my wits about me, as you will presently per- 
ceive.” And at that moment the dogs burst 
through the bushes and pounced upon the poor 
Chipmunk, who exclaimed with his last breath: 
“What a fine thing it is to be smart! That 
gray Hare will never go down with sorrow to 
the grave.””— Royal and Barr Hill, in St. Nicholas. 


IT was a Cass Avenue car. 

“ How is your newreology ?” asked one pas- 
senger of another. 

‘Bad! This weather doesn’t improve it any,”’ 
was the despondent answer. 

“Talking of newreology,” said a man in the 
corner to the one next him: “I can tell by 
mine when the weather is going to change. 
It’s as good as a barometer.” 

“IT never had neuralgy but once, and then I 
nearly died,” said another passenger. 

“Isn’t it strange how many different ways 
there are of pronouncing that word ?”’ remarked 
a lady to her friend. 

“Yes; and I have even heard it called neu- 
ralgia,” said the friend. 

“I dare say. We get out here.””—Deroit 
Free Press. 


It is remarkable of Walt Whitman that he 
attributes his robust health to the fact that in 
summer he goes out in the woods, strips naked, 
and wanders around until tired. If all of us 
sought sanitary righteousness in the same way, 
how populous of bald humanity our forests 
would be, and what a chaotic condition of dry- 
goods would obtain in the pathless wilderness! 
It is comforting to reflect that there are not 
two of a kind in this pare.—Vonkers Gazette. 


Mr. KEELy announces that if he lives an- 
other year his motor will be complete. It is 
sad to hear this man thus unconsciously pro- 
nounce his own death-warrant.—Cincinnatt Sat- 
urday Night. 





Second Edition: 


PUCK’S ANNUAL 





Now Ready. 





coor PIANOS «::: 
Square Fall 


Received First Prize oe age 4 Exhibition, Philadel- 


Received First Prize we iach tbiohon, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 1882. 
The great success and popularity of the SOHMER Piano 
among the musical public is the best proof of its excellence. 
SOHMER & CoO,, 
Nos. 149 to 155 East I4th Street, New York. 


renold, 
cnutedil B '- 


SPRING . HOSIERY. 


We are now opening a select line of 
Ladies’ French Lisle Thread Hose, Em- 
broidered and Solid Colors, French 
(opera lengths) Lisle Thread, in Fancy 
Shades. Also, Ingrain Blacks, Black 
and White Stripes, Gray Mixtures, and 
Roman Stripes. A great variety of styles 
in Misses’ and Children’s. Gentlemen’s 
French Lisle Thread Half Hose, in the 
Newest Styles and Colorings. 














Proadevay A | 9th ét. 


c 
NEW YORK. 





PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 





Beauty and Fragrance 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and the 
breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 
dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 


from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 


Send six cents for postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
a all, of either sex, to more money 

a right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutely sure. At once address Truz & Co., Augusta, Maine. 
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‘See What Cuticura Does for le!” 


NFANTILE and Birth Humors, Milk Crust, Scalled Head, 
Eczomas, and ev-ry form of Itching, Scaly, Pimpl y, Scrofu- 
lous and Inherited Diseases of the Blood, Skin and Scalp, with 
Loss of Hair, cured by the Cuticura REMEDIES. Absolutely 
pureand safe, Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, 50 cts.; Cuticura 
Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and only Medicinal Baby Soap, 
25 cts., and Cuticura Resolvent, the new Blood Purifier, $:, are 
sold by druggists. P tter Drug and Chemical Co., Boston. 


Bae Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”’ 





CRANDALL & CO., 569 THIRD AVENUE. 


Oldest Baby Carriage Factory in the world. 
Latest styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Wood. 


\y CARRIAGES and SPRINGS, 
A ee WY) indorsed by J. B. Brewster & Co., of 25th St., 


1 SUA 

om D ay Dr. Shrady and others, as perfect in construc- 
f tion, safe and healthful. Boys’ and Girls’ Veloci- 
pedes, Wagons, Doll Carriages, Bicycles &c. Wholesale and Retail. 


Catalogues free. Openevenings. Sole Agent for Tally-ho Sulky. 
569 THIRD AVENUE, near 37th Street, NEW YORK. 
324 FULTON ST., cor. Pierrepont, BROOKLYN. 


SIZE (HEARSONS | PATENT U.S.A) 

A reservoir Penholder, carrying a ibbed pen and sufficient ink 
for many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instant use with- 
out adjustment. Non-corrodible pens, ch at » 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c. per box. 

Pitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 

N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
but a true PEN with nibs, to suit all writers. It preserves all 
the usual characteristics of the handwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures, 


MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. 
Sole Liéensees and Manufacturers, 


THOS.DE LA RUE & CO. 





















P 











LONDON, PARIS. & NEW YORK. 





s DO YOUR OWN STAMPING for Emprorp- 
a 1e€S = ERY, With Our STAMPING PATTERNS for 
ington, Arasene, Outline, Braid 
Wok; &c: Easily toate to any fabric or material and 
ean be used a hundredtimesover. {OQ full sized working 
Patterns including Flowers, Corners, Borders, Scollops, 
Braid Strips, outline figures, and your own initial letters 
for handkerchiefs, hat bands. &c., with Powder, Padand 
otens for working, allfor GO cents, postpaid. 
Book of 1O@ designs for Embroidery, Braiding &c. 250, 
Our Boot “M Mansel al of Needlework,” is a c.mplete 
etructor in ington, Arasene and L. other branches of 
poe dery, Knitting” wateine o— ting Lace Making, 
5 cents; Four for $ 1,00 e ‘All the above for $ 
Pa ten Pub, Ce, 47 Barclay Street, New York 





A SMART-STEPPING citizen of Tennessee was 
in New York a few days ago, to see about rais- 
ing money for a proposed railroad line down 
in his county, and when asked to explain, he 
said: 

“There’s no explanation about it; this is to 
be a railroad two hundred miles long.” 

‘* But about the company ?” 

‘Oh, that’s been organized and all the offi- 
cers elected.” 

“What’s the capital ?” 

“ Fifty million dollars.” 

“ How much stock has been taken ?” 

** About $300 worth.” 

“What? Only $300 worth ?” 

“ That’s all, mister; and if you fellers down 
here will only pitch in and gobble up the rest 
of it we’ll go ahead and make things hum.’”’— 
Wall Street News. 


Daye WALKER, of Anderson’s Store, was one 
of the best North Carolina soldiers that Lee 
had. Dave was in Richmond some time since, 
and sitting at night in the St. James Hotel, he 
heard a fellow with a cocked hat on talking 
everybody nearly to death about the war. He 
said he had been a colonel. Finally he drew a 
seat up to Dave, and asked him if he was in 
the war. 

Dave said: “ Yes, I was there.” 

“What position did you hold ?” 

“ None, sir,” said Dave: “I reckon I’m the 
lonesomest man in the world.” 

“‘Ah, why so ?”’ asked the colonel. 

“Why,” said Dave: “I was a private in the 
war, and I’m the only one I have ever seen 
since.” —Raleigh (NV. C.) News 

THE abduction business does not pay in 
Italy. A band of Italian brigands captured a 
duke, recently, and kept him for thirty days. 
Then they discovered that the duke’s grand- 
father had impoverished his estate, that his fa- 
ther had pawned the ducal coronet, and that 
their prisoner was a professional dead-beat, and 
they let him go. ‘The duke cried like a baby 
when they turned him off, but the robbers were 
firm and complained that he had already eaten 
his head off. It is said that the duke was 
charmed with the wild, free life of the bandits, 
and contemplates coming to this country and 
setting up for himself in the business of steal- 
ing lead pipe.—Cincinnatt Saturday Night. 

A JAPANESE woman dresses her hair only 
once in four days, This gives the rest of the 
family an occasional chance at the mirror.— 
Bismarck Tribune, 





ALL-NIGHT INHALATION! 


A Positive Revolution in the Treatment of Diseases of the Bespiratory Organs. 
[HE wigmenet meme = = os 

" This wonderful appliance is cure 

ing “hopeless cases’ of CATARRH 

and ConsumpTivE diseases. It ap- 

plies Medicated and Curative 

: to the mucous lining of the Nose, 

Throat and Lungs ALL_ NIGHT, 

whilst sleeping as usual. Perfectl 

coifortable, safe and pleasant: 

is a radical and permanent cure 

Jor Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, 

and Conse tion. 

estimonials sen? free. 





~ 


(Being CURED.) 
Explanatory sete Fa Fe Book of 


HE Ebb Satent “we AER aden, Pa. 


Please mention Puck when writing. 


The ‘‘ Exposition Universelle de l’art Culinaire’’ awarded the 
highest honors to Angostura Bitters as the most efficacious 
stimulant to excite the appetite and to Keep the d gestive organs 
& ood order. Ask for the genuine article, manufactured only 

r. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons, 
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7 Were Sown and Planted in 185S,with 


PETER HENDERSON &Co:S 


ERS wy AND 


PLANTS, | 


CATALOGUE FOR “wean TO ALL. 





BAUS PIANOS | 


PRICES f in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. E rt 
arerooms: 26 W. 23rd St... N. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE 


FOR ROAD USE 





THE POPE Ean 


597 WASHN ST., BOSTON.MASS. 
BRANCH HOUSE, 12 Warren St., NEW YORE. 








HOW | BECAME A CRACK SHOT, 


WITH HINTS ON SHOOTING 
By W. Milton Farrow, Champion Member of American ‘Tom, ete., ete. 
Sent post-paid on receipt of $1.00. News-dealers and Book-stores supplied. 


W. MILTON FARROW, Springfield, Mass. 





Hang, Fishing and Pleasure Boa Boats. 


or Pine. 


eT Cedar A 
eS a built boat. 13 fee: _ 
— inch beam, weiz ht 50 to 
Ibs. with oars, $20. Roats ats buile ue order. stamp for 


gislats. cov aude buses et 
CIGARETTES 


Cloth of Gold (c=. 


By W. 8S. Kimball & Co, 












StraicHutT MeEsx 


13 First Prize Medals. 


Print Your Own Cards! 


, With our $3 Printing Press, Larger sizes 
Mw. for circulars, &c., $8 to $75. For young 
= or old, business or pleasure. bog te 
" easy, printed directions. Send 2 stam 
lsg for Catalogue cf presses, Type, Car “ 
to the factory. Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. ‘Try it once. 


Address Cc. Fs CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
8 Madison St., Chicago. 
THE 


pest] HE, )WATCH CASE 
FR AWSON'S (5580, S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 


Theindividnal wearixg it will not be conscious of its presence. 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 


Sold by Drnggists. (Every Bandage\ S, E, G. RAWSON. Patentee 
Sent by mail safely. ( Guaranteed. ) Saratega Springs,N. Y. 






































State&Monroe Sts. Chicago 
Will send prepaid to any address their 


eand Hats. Suni:y t 
ring Mater als. also includes In- 
and Fxercises for Ama- « 
tevr ty and a Catalogue of 





Choice Ba Music. 








graph Album in gilt and colors. 1 10c., or both, 16c, Agents 
make money! ¥en Outfitand ‘Samples, 25c nts. 


5 () Satin Chromo Cards, Beauties, nameon 10¢, Auto- 
LINTON & CO., Nort 


Haven, Conn, 





IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS 


22 Sts Jee 


We are now prepared to supply subscribers and the trade in 
general with our handsome cases, in dark brown cloth and gilt, 
for binding Puck in regu'ar book-form. This method enables 
subscribers to have their volumes bound in a uniform and econo- 
mical manner, which are items worthy of consideration. These 
covers are finished, with regard to taste and durability, in a neat 
substantial style. Any bookbinder will bind your volume of 
Puck in one of our covers at a nominal price, thus forming a 
highly interesting humorous and satirical ohronicle of the times, 
and an important acquisition to any library. The cases hold one 
volume (26 numbers), which we think the most serviceable size, 
and more convenient to handle than a book containing 52 num- 
bers. Price 75 cents. By mail to any part of the U.S., $1.00. 


KEppLeR & SCHWARZMANN, 
PUBLISHERS Puck, 
21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 







































































EUROPE!! 


Gook’s Grand Excursions leave New York in April, 
May and June, 1884. Passage Tickets by all Atlantic 
steamers. Special facilities for securing go berths. 
Tourist tickets for individual travelers in Europe, by all 
routes, at red ‘ced rates. 

Cook’s Excursionist, with Maps and’ full particulars, by 
mail 10 cents. Addre 


THOS. cooK & SON, 261 Broadway, N. Y. 


NEUTRO-FILLENE only 
hair solvent know Perma- 
ay dissolves superfluous 
44. _h. EH ~ My 
it A pein w+ 
oul VEEN OF HE T “a harmless, natural 
Seat fier. Lie Reni ale transparent com- 
PMVERsTr areata RATION WORKS, 
249 South Sixth Street, Philadelphia. Pa. 








Y OLUMBIG 
BIQ CLES 


|ROAD  TRICYCLES; 


“If I could not get: another Le oe I would not give 
mine for its weight in solid gold. For fifteen years I 
lost from three to eight days every month with stub- 
born sick headache. Since I have been riding the 
bicycle I have lost only two days from that cause, and 
1 haven't spent a dollar for a doctor.” 

RFEv. GEORGE F. PENTFOOST. 





Branch House, 12 Warren St, iw York. 





$1. Agt’s book and IIl’d Premium List 


Lovely Chromo Cards, name in ~~) 10c.; 41 pks. with 
40:: oe Band Rin 
FRANKLIN PRINTING CO., New Haven, Ct. 





GIANT Seirtaver. e320, with sn ‘script tops 


outa t Sample cards an 6 ete. 
WO. EVANS. 00 Ne Ninth Be Phinda, Pa: 





Ask for ** *s Patent Improved Came Register and 
Trump A. gator,” bp iths Lsempror Fs At ae an Shows 
the Trump. Highly endorsed by Card a Sold at Stationers and 
Nowe nO. or by mail fer 20 cents. Addr 


. HYATT, 114 “Nassau St., N. Y. 


Double Satin Enameled Chromo Cards, lates 
styles, namein gold & any 10c., 6 pks. & an Elegant 
Solid Ring 50c, 48 pks. & Ring, $1.00. Agents’ 

of Samples 2ic. 2c. GEO, . W. ADAMS, West Haven, Ct. 








Puck's Annual for 1884. 


A Conspicuous and Highly Ornate Feature of Puck’s 
ANNUAL for 1884 is: 


PUCK’S DYNAMITED DICTIONARY. 





BEING A RANDOM RACKET OF 
Unabridged Delirium Tremens and Webster, with a Little 
Worcester Sauce, Enriched with Several Personally- 
Conducted Excursions into the Realms of 
History, Natural and Unnatural, Mythology, Orthoépy, 
Etymology, Psychomancy and Pie. 


In this dictionary, absolutely the only one of its kind 
in. existence, correct and eminently original illustrated 
definitions are given of the following familiar words: 
Mother-in-Law; Prima-Donna; Irishman; Actress; Owl; 

Alderman; Financier; Parrot; Inquisitor; Capitalist; 

Hotel-Clerk; Dude; Pig; Farmer; Cowboy; Dudine; 

Cat; Monkey; Small Boy; Mouse; Spring-Chicken; 

Serenader; Organ-Grinder; Tragedian; Dog; Artist; 

Photographer; Wood-Engraver; Discoverer. 





Price Twenty-five Cents. 
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PEUCINIA AND MENON. 
A little Greek maid, with thoughts like thistle-down, 
By their very lightness high as heaven blown, 
Lay in the greensward, by blue Aigea’s sea, 
Fair as the daisy that dots the summer lea. 
Drowsy with perfume, lulled in her couch of grass, 
Watching with dreamy eyes the clouds of heaven pass, 
Hearing the hum of life breezed from the south— 
Bending a wisp of grass into her mouth. 


Hark!—footsteps in the sward. Flee, little maid! 
*‘ Nay,” said Peucinia: ‘¢I am not afraid.” 

(Did she know that Menon oft passed that way, 
Tired of the schools, in the calm of the day?) 


Almost he trod her skirt — saw her asleep, 

Filled to the lips with smiles! ‘* May the gods keep 
Thee, gentle, pretty one!’’ going, he prayed— 
Then the white lids leaped up; and Menon stayed. 


—Fames Buckham, in Chicago Current. 


Dotty Sexton, of Mt. Lebanon, has been 
with the Shakers of that place since she was 
five years old. She is 107 now. In any other 
community she would probably be not over 
forty. But there is no incitement to a woman’s 
romancing about her age among the Shakers, 
—Boston Transcript. 

A NEw police regulation in Saxony forbids 
female singers under twenty-one years to per- 
form in public places of amusement. A law 
relating to ballet-girls might exclude all under 
the age of thirty-five years, and very few now 
on the stage would have to retire.—orristown 
Fitrald. 

A Boston reporter has been kicked for tell- 
ing how many glasses of beer an Alderman 
drank at one sitting. He said twenty, and the 
Alderman brought forward competent witnesses 
to prove that it should have been thirty-seven, 
— Bismarck Tribune. 


It is declared on good authority that only 
twenty-four white elephants have been secured 
in Siam in 1,352 years. Of this number it will 
be safe to wager that at least fifty will be trav- 
eling with American circusses in less than two 
years.—orristown Herald. 


Now that March is here, the whole country 
is becoming very anxious about the Delaware 
peach crop. Those having heavy ulsters which 
they have discarded will please send them to 
the growers to wrap the buds in.— Philadelphia 
Kronikle- Herald. 


“THERE is no period in a fond mother’s life 
when she is happier than immediately after her 
first baby has cut his first tooth.” And there 
is no period in that baby’s life when he is more 
unhappy than immediately after his mother has 
cut his hair.— Norristown Herald. 


BosTONIANS call a girl a “ gurrel,’’ a suit a 
“shuit,”? and a dude a “jude.” For basket 
they say “ bosket,” and there is a breed of dogs 
they call “ Nuffenlanders.””—De/roit Free Press. 

“‘T’m a man of few words,”’ said Jones, during 
a quarrel with Brown. 

“TI know that,” was the quick response: 
“Your wife won’t allow you to talk back.”— 
Philadelphia Kronikle-Herald. 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 


life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the: 


Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY CO., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 


BEHNING 


kPwPIANOS. 
Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. i4th ST.,.N. Y. 


2 HANSEL sessraatse 
va vai e 
4 K Hack: 





pervs ATLANTIO“ D AN 
E Strawberries; send for 
vetalle, The largest and best stock of 






MALL FRUITS 

in the U.S. Richly Illustrated cata- 
}logue, telling what to plant, how to 
plant, and how to get and grow Frult 
led with useful 
culture, 

LITTLE SILVER, 
» NEW JERSEY. 






“4 Trees and Plants, 
information on fru 


J. T.LOVETT 
Pies Sh 
iy 











the temperature of the 
body and force of the 
circulation, and give 
tone and strength to 
the system. They are 
the best for Cocktails. 


WM. M. LESLIE, 
87 Water Street, N. ¥- 


BITTER 





BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH Bit TERS, 


AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 











BITTERS, 


exeellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
m ag te ia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, we all 
disorders of the Digestive ns. A few drops mapas delicious, | 
to a giass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try ft, ~ 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or -truggist for the 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, 80LE AGENT. 


THE UNITED STATES 


STANDARD BILLIARD COMPANY, 











MANUFACTURERS OF 


ARTISTIC BILLIARD & POOL TABLES. 


Sole owners of the new and wonderful 


“TWIP ERIAL CUSEION.” 
758 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 
PENS 





STEEL 


2t0BrALL OEALERS THRovGHOUT Ine WORLD, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-!878, 








Morphine Habit Cured in 10 
to 20 days. No pay till Cured. 
Dr, J. STarHEe Lebanon, Uhia 


Ss PILES. PILES, 
‘ Cured endear = ies ponder or salve. No charge until cured. Witte fr 
reference. CURKINS, 11 East Twenty-ninth Street, N 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 

SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and enatngagene likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 











More Light on the History of George Washington. 
See Puck’s ANNUAL for ’84. Price Twenty-five Cents. 


Theve s pos i 
the 

; by 

its pode thotrninds 


of cases of the worst kind and of long standing have been 
80 strong 1s my faithin Sep »thatl willsend TWO BOTTLES FREES 
together witha VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any on 
Give Express and P. 0. «den DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl 5t., 


TAPE WORM. 


aay wages 4 Coeee with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three —_ articulars address with st mp to 
i. EIcl HORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 
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OFFICE OF "PUCK" 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK. 





